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exotic ground is broken here, but the “Playing” jam gets 
good and loose before Brent steers it into a passionate 
“Don’t Need Love,” which trails plaintively into “Drums.” 
After a solid percussion workout and some winding guitar 
“Space,” the “Other One” theme begins to peek through. 
Before long, the band has gathered steam, and they charge 
full-speed-ahead into a hot version of this song. “Wharf 
Rat” is a customary choice to follow, and it’s poignant as 
usual. A quick romp through “Around and Around” sends 
the band crashing into a tight, hot “Not Fade Away” set 
closer, The encore, a delicate “Baby Blue,” gently brings the 
crowd down from their chanting frenzy and provides a sat- 
isfying finish. Now, does this really seem like something 


you'd call a bad show? 
D. SCOTT ALLAN 





Civic Center, Hartford, CT 










Set 1: Jack Straw, Dire Wolf, C. C. Rider, Candyman, 
It’s All Over Now, Crazy Fingers > Greatest Story Ever 
Told > Keep Your Day Job 

Set 2: Touch of Grey > Looks like Rain > He’s Gone > 
Smokestack Lightning > Drums > Space > The Wheel > 
Stella Blue > Throwing Stones > Turn On Your Lovelight 


Encore: Box of Rain 


1. Source: AUD, Quality: B+, Length: 3:00 
Highlights: Crazy Fingers > Greatest Story Ever Told, 
Looks like Rain 


Being a transplanted New Yorker, I was skeptical of the 
atmosphere at Dead shows in Connecticut when I first got 
to town. However, after ten years of going to area shows the 
Hartford Civic Center had become a comfortable, friendly 
place to meet old friends and see familiar faces. My brother 
and I always got downtown early to scope out the scene for 
friends and fun. This night we ran into some work col- 
leagues of mine who were absolutely stunned to find out 
that we were going to see the Dead. They confessed to me 
that they had eaten in town and were now driving around 
gazing at the “freak show,” as they put it. They never did 
look at me quite the same after that night! The boys slowly 
warm up through the first set using “Jack Straw,” “Dire 
Wolf,” and “C. C. Rider” as practice material. “Candy- 
man,” a real crowd pleaser, is played with more intensity 
and some soulful singing by Jerry. The first set highlight is 
the appearance of “Crazy Fingers.” Despite Jerry not 
remembering the first verse, this version has a nice flow, 
with Jerry’s guitar and Brent’s keyboard playfully working 
off each other. The jam at the end of the song has a very 
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church-bell ringing sound to it. As it comes to a close, Phil 
comes thundering through with the opening salvo to 
“Greatest Story.” Billy and Mickey follow suit and quickly 
the boys are thundering along. It seemed in an instant it was 
all over and before we knew it, it was a new song (at least 
for me), “Day Job.” Now this song has been much maligned 
and this version would in fact be the last, but I always 
enjoyed JG songs that had a fast pace to it, like “Alabama 
Getaway” and “Day Job.” I guess it just didn’t work for the 
band. 

The second set starts with the first Hartford version of 
“Touch of Grey.” Looking back on that song now, you can 
see that the emotional content of the post-coma Jerry come- 
back weighs heavily into that song. At its conclusion Weir 
quickly starts strumming the chords to a familiar tune that 
would slow things down, or so we thought: “Looks like 
Rain.” I’ve always been a fan of Dead songs where Weir’s 
singing is backed by continuous lead guitar work by Jerry. 
This night the notes just seem to pour out of Jerry, rising 
and falling along with Bobby’s vocals. When Weir goes into 
what we think is his closing rap, there is an echo effect put 
into his vocals that the crowd loves. Weir steps back after a 
while and lets the boys jam a little again, surprising most of 
us, before coming back for the final steady, stirring 
crescendo. A mellow sweet “He’s Gone” is followed by a 
short and very intense “Smokestack Lightning.” Brent is 
very strong throughout with Bobby doing a reasonable Pig- 
pen imitation. A light jam follows before “Drums” and 
“Space.” “The Wheel” flows so naturally out of “Space” 
that you hardly noticed it at first. It’s always been one of my 
favorites after “Space.” Jerry seems to have such a pretty 
tonal quality in that song. “Stella Blue,” which I fell in love 
with from the 10/20/74 show, is next. I think the line “A 
broken angel sings from a guitar” does it for me. This is one 
of those songs where the spaces between notes and the notes 
not played, by any of the boys, makes for such a beautiful 
setting. Goose-bump stuff for the people in my section. 
“Throwing Stones” followed by a very lively “Lovelight” 
ends the set on a strong note. The encore of “Box of Rain” 
totally surprises the audience. Phil is strong and the band 


finishes on a tight note. 
DAVID ROSENBLUTH 
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Irvine Meadows Amphitheatre, Irvine, CA 
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Set 1: Hell in a Bucket, Bertha, Little Red Rooster, 


Loser, Beat It on Down the Line, Althea, Willie and the 
Hand Jive, Row Jimmy, Jack Straw 

Set 2: Cold Rain and Snow, Estimated Prophet > Eyes 
of the World > Drums > Space > Truckin’ > The Other 
One > Wharf Rat > One More Saturday Night 


Encore: The Mighty Quinn (Quinn, the Eskimo) 


1. Source: AUD, Quality: A-, Length: 2:20 
Highlights: Willie and the Hand Jive, Cold Rain and 


Snow 


Most Deadheads who hit Irvine Meadows for shows in 
the ’80s have stories about the cops, or the traffic, or the 
parking, or side trips to Disneyland. Few will tell you that 
they saw a great show there. It was, basically, Not A Nice 
Place. It’s the only venue I can think of that had “Aircraft 
Overhead May Disrupt Performance,” or words to that 
effect, printed on the tickets. (Never happened at a show I 
was at, alas.) But it was big enough, outdoors enough. 
and nice-weather-we’re-having enough to compel the 
Dead to return, year after year, until a weary police force 
prevailed on the venue to discourage the Dead from com- 
ing around. 

This is another one of those ’86 shows that has virtually 
nothing going for it. The eye-catcher, of course, is the rarely 
performed “Willie and the Hand Jive.” Better you should 
seek out a version with the Neville Brothers joining the 
Dead, or (even better) Jerry jamming out with the New Rid- 
ers. (“Hand Jive” was the high point of the second New 
Riders of the Purple Sage album, Powerglide.) The unevent- 
ful first set is marked by an agreeable looseness that flirts 
with, but never achieves, sloppiness. They have persistent 
trouble getting a handle on the opening “Hell in a Bucket”; 
lyric amnesia rears its forgetful head at several ENES 
Brent supplies some nice touches toward the end of “Row 
Jimmy.” But the set-closing “Jack Straw” sounds more like 
a show opener—they’ve spent the better part of an hour 
ees up f the point from which they usually started a 

show. (For e -closing “ a 
= AE A of great set-closing “Straws,” see 
p hey come out rocking with “Cold Rain and Snow.” 

3 Tummers are on fire here. The breakneck pace, cou- 
4 ed with a speedy “Eyes” and a suspiciously Weir-heavy set 
ist, makes one wonder what Jerry was up to. Weir and Gar- 
cia both sound vocally fatigued on “Estimated,” and Jerry 
races through the aforementioned “Eyes” like a double- 
Parked New Yorker, He does supply some graceful playing 
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on the pre-“Drums” outro, though. Weir suffers the pre- 
dictable brain-fade during “Truckin’,” challenging/pleading 
with the audience, “You know the words?” at one point. 
More unforgivably, he rushes the transition into “The Other 
One,” denying Phil his chance to pound out the song’s intro. 
The concluding “Wharf Rat” > “Saturday Night” settles 
nothing, while the “Quinn” encore was already becoming 
old hat (though perhaps not in Southern California, where 
it was undoubtedly a first for many). 

The fact that this well-recorded tape has such a gor- 
geous, full sound makes the show’s imperfections a little 
easier to bear. Deadheads tended to take the Dead’s hard- 
won competence for granted, often feeling cheated by a 
workmanlike show such as this one. At this point, truly bad 
shows were mercifully few and far between. But the band 
at this point seemed to have lost a step, or taken a step 
backward, from the halcyon days of 1985. Subsequent 
events would bring fears that the party was over; when 
these fears did not materialize, fans realized that nothing 
should be taken for granted. The band may have had a sim- 
ilar epiphany, for their playing improved tremendously in 
the wake of Garcia’s near-death experience. That improve- 
ment (we’ll overlook the January °87 San Francisco shows) 
renders this tape superfluous to all but the most diehard 
completists. 


CHRIS FORSHAY 


TQ 4/13/86 Q 


Irvine Meadows Amphitheatre, Irvine, CA 


Set 1: Iko Iko, New Minglewood Blues, Peggy-O, Des- 
olation Row, Mississippi Half-Step Uptown Toodeloo, 


Supplication Jam > Let It Grow 

Set 2: China Cat Sunflower > I Know You Rider > 
Looks like Rain, Terrapin Station > Don’t Need Love > 
Drums > Space > I Need a Miracle > Black Peter > 
Throwing Stones > Turn On Your Lovelight 

Encore: Box of Rain 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:20 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:20 

3. Source: FM-SBD (KFOG DHH 79), Quality: A. 
Length: 0:05 (“Box of Rain”) , 

Highlights: Peggy-O, Supplication Jam, Let It Grow 


When the Dead open a show with “Iko Iko,” it’s usually a 
good omen. Everybody is up and moving right off the bat 
and the mood can be infectious. Sure enough, an excellent 
show follows this bouncy opener. First-set highlights include 
a spine-tingling “Peggy-O” and a perfectly seamless transi- 





